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who has a box at the Opera, near mine (she separates me from Madame Delphine P . . .), and to whom I bow. I have answered friends (friends who are tigers in the guise of doves) that, not being able to bear the features of the old lady in my heart, I have had them carved on the knob of my cane. You have no idea what a fuss my movable property creates. I have much more success through that than through my works. That is Paris!
My dinner? Why, it made an excitement. Rossini declared he had never seen, eaten, or drunk anything better among sovereigns. It sparkled with wit. The beautiful Olynipe was graceful, sensible, and perfect. Lautour-Mezeray was the wittiest of meu; he extinguished the cross-fire of Eossini, Nodier, and Malitourne by an amazing artillery vigour. The master of the feast was the humble lighter who put the match to each sun in this array of fireworks. JScco.
I told you that "La Recherche de 1'Absolu" would astonish you; well, you will be as little prepared for "Pere Goriot." After that will come the glorious end of "Seraphita." Never will imagination have been in so many different spheres. I do not speak of the perfumer Birotteau, or of the "Memoires d'une jeune Mariee;" those will be supporting the battle with fresh troops.
Do you know for whom is this success? Well, I want you to hear my name gloriously, respectfully pronounced. I want to oive you the sweetest enjoyments of friend-To-day one must work!ible in my work is but the faint shadow of the lighto her also, will be finilsive, boyish at times, and too full, certainly, of his debts and his troubles; but with it all is the strong underflow of a
